Maybe good, maybe not. 


There was a farmer who had a son and a horse. One day his son was riding it, fell off and 
broke his arm. The neighbors said, ‘oh how terrible.” The farmer said, “maybe good, 
maybe not.” The next day his horse ran away. The neighbors said, ‘oh how terrible.” 
The farmer said, “maybe good, maybe not.” A week later, the army drafted all the young 
men and boys in the village and took all the horses to fight a war. The army spared the 
farmer’s son because of a broken arm and he had no horse because it ran away. The 
neighbors said, ‘oh how wonderful.” The farmer said, “maybe good, maybe not.” That 
night the farmer’s horse came back to the barn with more horses in tow. The neighbors 
said, ‘oh how wonderful.” The farmer said, “maybe good, maybe not.” The war went 
badly and none of the village’s sons or horses returned. The neighbors said, ‘oh how 
terrible.” The farmer said, “maybe good, maybe not.” Because the farmer’s son was the 
only available bachelor in the village, he married a rich girl and received an estate as 
dowry. The farmer retired on his son’s estate to live a long life playing with his 
grandchildren instead of a dirt-poor existence. Good fortune resulted from events that at 
first seemed undesirable or terrible. That is the paradox of life: what seems good often is 
not and what often seems evil is a blessing. There is a blessing in everything if one only 
expects to find it. 


